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Tbemojl kmmtahle Tragedk 

Fri. Let me difpute with thee of thy eftatc. 

2?o.Thou canft not fpeak of that thou doit not leek* 

Wert thou as young as I Juliet thy loue, 

Anhoure but married , Tybalt murdered, 

Doting like me, and like me baniihed. 

Then mightefl: thou fpeake. 

Thenmightft thou teare thy hayre. 

And fall vpon the ground as I do now. 

Taking the meafure of an vnmadegl■aue. 

£»rfrW«>y*,^^ ^^,^ %• 

Fri. Arifc one knobks, good Romeo hide thy lelrec 
Ro. Not I, vnlcife the breath of hartficke groncs, 

Myft-hke infold me from the fcarch of ey e$. 

They knocks- 

fri.Harkhow they knock(whofe thcr c)Romeo ante, 

Thou wilt be taken, flay a while, ftandvp, 

S lud knocks - 'Hit. 

Run to my ftudie by and by , Gods wiU 
What fimplenesisthis 5 1 come,! come. 

Knocks • 

Who knocks fo hard?whecc come you? whats your wifi? 

Enter Nurfe, . 

Nut . Let me come in,and you ihal know my errant. s 
S come frqm Lady Iuiiet. 

Fri. Welcomethen. 

A (ur. O.holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 

Wheres my Lady es LordJwhercs Romeo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, _ s . * 

With his ownc tcares made drunke. 

Nur. O he is euen in my miftrefle cafe, •••.« 

Juft in her cafe. O wofull fimpathy : 

Pitiousprediccament,euen folks ine,^ • . 

Blubbring and weeping jweepingand blubbrsng, 

S tand vp.lland vp,ftand and y ou be a man, p? , 

For Iuheti fake, for her fake rife and ftand: 

Why ihould you fall into fodeepe an Q. ? . 

Rom. Natfe. Nwr ' A 







of^omeoAndlufiet. 

< Nur- Ah fir, ah fir, deaths the end of all. 

Re. Spakeft thou of Iu/ietrhow is it with her? 

Doth not (he thinke me an old murtherer, 

Now I haueftaind the childhood of our ioy, - 
With bloud remoucdjbut little from her ownc? 

Where is fhe?and how doth fhefand what fayes 
JMyconcealdLady toourcanceldlouc? 

Nur. Ohfhe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps, 

And now falls on her bed, and then ftarts vp, 

And Tyhult calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then downe falls againe. 

Ro. As if that name fhot from the deadly lcucll of a gun. 

Did murtherher, as that names curfed hand 
Murderd her kinfman.Oh tell me Frier, tell me, 

Jn what vile part of this Anatomie 

Doth my name lodge?Tellmc that I may facke 

The batefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defpetate hand: 

Art thou a mankhy forme cries out thou art: 

Thy teares are womani<h,thy wild a<fts deuotc 
The vnreaConable func of a beaft . 

Vnfecmcly woman in a feeroingman. 

And ilbeleeming beaft in feemingboth. 

Thou haft amaz’d me. By my holy order, 

I thought thv difpofition better femperd. 

Haft thou flaine Tybalti wile thou (ley thy fclfe? 

And fley thy Lady, that in thy life lies. 

By doing damned hate vpon thy fclfe? 

Why rayleftthou on thy birthf the heauen and earth! 

Since birth, and heauen, and earth all three do meet. 

In thee ar once, which thou at once wouldft loofe. 

Fie, fie, thou fiiameft thy ftiape,thy loue, thy wit. 

Which like a Vfurer aboundft in all: 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed, 

Which fhou’.d bedeckc thy lhapc,thy loue, thy wit: 

Thy Noble fhape is but a forme of waxe, 

H Dtgrefting 
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